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thing to him. They left the little wood behind
them and started to climb. They were no-w-
on the open moor. The Langdale Pikes, Fair-
field, Helvellyn were beyond, and across Yewdale
loomed the hump of the Old Man. The light
about and around him was diffused as though
shed by the multitude of stars. The pools of
shadow, neither brown nor grey, lay below them
like lakes of sleeping water. Fairfield and Hel-
vellyn were marked with crags and precipices like
the tearing made by some giant's fingers. How
black, how black the hills against the luminous
sky! A little higher on the moor and they were
suddenly staring into the moon's face. They
could see now the two little pools which seemed
to blaze with moon-silver among the surrounding
vapour. No wind stirred; somewhere some sheep
were moving and the air was warm like the
breath of a flower.

They sat down against a gigantic boulder;
the stones around them rose in that moonshine
like monolithic sacrificial monuments. As they
sat in that stillness the hills seemed to approach
them. Helvellyn, always a beneficent hill, leaned
towards them, Fairfield embraced them, the pools
below smiled at them. Somewhere in that wood
Reuben was lying against a tree snoring with his
mouth open. Adam curled in against Judith's
side, the little dog curled in against Adam.

With her arm around her son Judith sat
staring into the moon. She did not often think
of the past, but to-night it came crowding towards
her, figures issuing from the hills, events stealing